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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

Though the characters are loosely based on real musicians who | respect and admire, all events and 
circumstances in my stories are 100% fiction and have no relation to any actual events. | make no claims and 
earn nothing from my fanfiction. 


Resist and Bite 

see 

"Van Dahl!" Commander Sundstrém's voice was quiet but authoritative. "Where is Brodén? The meeting is in 
five minutes!" 

"IIl check his quarters, sir," Hannes Van Dahl volunteered. He skipped the salute as he headed for the makeshift 
Quonset hut that served as the bunkhouse. There was a certain degree of military discipline among the group, 
but it wasn't strictly enforced. They were volunteers, after all. The camp was set up in an area close to the 
North Sea, an area chosen for training because it was sparsely populated and not yet targeted by German 
bombers. The Quonset huts were small, having been abandoned by the army due to their inadequate size and 


moved to this location, hidden under some trees and ghillie netting on an abandoned farmstead. Hannes ducked 
to enter the hut, turning the dial to turn on the lights, and found Joakim Broden dozing in his bunk. 

"Hey," Hannes toed the sleeping figure and, when he didn't stir, reached down to shake him soundly, "Wake up, 
Jocke! Did you forget the meeting?” 


"Huh, what?" The sleeping man jumped awake, sitting and rubbing his hands across his shaven head. "Goddamn 
it, Hannes!" 


"You'd better get your ass over to the commander's hut pronto!" 


Jocke yawned hugely and reached for his boots. "Right, right, | remember. We're getting a new assignment, 
right?" 

Hannes folded his tall frame to sit on the bunk opposite Joakim, handing the man his jacket. "And about damn 
time, too! We've been idle ever since we got back from Norway. I'm sick of drilling over and over every day; if 
| wanted to do that I'd have joined the regular army!" 

Joakim was dressed now and stood up, barely coming to the other man's chin. "Sweden isn’t in this war, 
remember?" he laughed, punching Hannes on the arm, "so joining the Underground is the best any of us can do. 
Come on, Par will be fuming if we're too late!" 

Par Sundstrém had been selected as commander of a small, loosely organized group of resistance fighters, but 
how he had been able to pull the strings to get them the housing and training in Britain, none of them knew. 
They suspected that the MIS was secretly supporting the efforts of the Underground organizations from 
several European countries, but of course, it was all hush-hush. It didn't matter who was funding them; they 
were all eager to do their rt. This particular group was comprised of Swedes who were not at all happy with 
their country's neutral stance in the war and had been quite vocal about it in their hometowns. Each of them 
had been quietly approached and informed of a resistance unit of volunteers being organized, and after 
rudimentary training they had already completed several assignments, some more successful than others. 

The other three members of their group were already in the prefab cubicle that doubled as Par's office and 
headquarters. Chris Rörland was busy tying his long chestnut hair in a ponytail while the newest member of 
the team, Tommy Johansson, was sitting looking impatient, his own long blond hair loose across his shoulders. 
Though it wasn't required, members of this particular team were encouraged to wear their hair long to make 
it easier to disguise as either men or women in a crowd, though this was made less effective by them also 
refusing to shave their beards. Joakim was the only member with short hair, and Hannes currently had no 
beard. 

Sundstrém made no reference to the fact that Joakim and Hannes were both several minutes late, he simply 
gave them a pointed look and shuffled the papers on the folding table in front of him. 

"Right, then, now that we're all here," again a pointed look toward Joakim, "we can begin As you all know, we've 
been idle since our return from Norway. Our mission there was a huge success, we were able to assist with 
the escape of almost 100 refugees, but this next job may require a bit more than sheer luck. Gentlemen, this 
time we are going into the heart of Germany!" 

"What!" Joakim exclaimed, and the others muttered amongst themselves. Tommy sat forward in his seat 
eagerly, this was to be his first mission with the team. 

Par held up a hand. "Gentlemen, please." When the room had quieted, he continued. "This will be another rescue 


mission, and our superiors feel that a small team like ours is ideal for the job. This time, however, we won't be 


smuggling Jews to safety. Its Germans we're rescuing this time, and only a handful of them." 

"Germans! Why would we risk our lives for Nazis?" Joakim asked. 

"They are NOT Nazis," Sindstrém's' voice indicated he was growing tired of interruptions. "There are several 
small, unorganized resistance groups within Germany. The men we are interested in are all that remain of a 
group that call themselves The White Shield. They were a small group to begin with, and several members 
have already been exposed and executed My superiors believe these men to be invaluable because they have 
worked in a number of bars and clubs frequented by the top SS officers. The White Shield have been sending 
coded information they've overheard to my superiors, but somehow they've been compromised. Our job is to 
smuggle the few remaining members of the organization safely back to Britain" 

Par got up and distributed a few sheets of mimeographed paper to each of the men, then stood at the board 
behind his table and tacked one of the sheets to it, pointing with his pen. 

"This man is the leader," he tapped a photo of a man with long dark hair and a goatee. "His code name is 
Matthew Greywolf. He's the one who contacted us and alerted us that they are in danger. This man," he 
indicated a man with a low, broad forehead and a scowl, also wearing a goatee, "passes himself off as 
Matthew's brother, Charles Greywolf, although the two are actually not related. He is the muscle of the unit, 
but muscle cannot save them from the SS. These two," he pointed to a slender, clean-shaven man and an older 
man with a neatly trimmed Van Dyke beard, "are called Falk and Atilla and are the original organizers of the 
resistance group. Both are former University professors who left their positions in protest at the start of the 
war. The final man, Roel, is the odd one out," he indicated a shaven head man with a short beard, "because he 
is Dutch, but has lived in Germany since he was a child He considers Germany his home now and hates the 
Nazi regime as strongly as any of them." 

Tommy was reading the papers he'd been given and looked up, “It says here they worked as entertainers in the 
bars and clubs of Munich, but you say that two were University professors. How were they able to get 
clearance to work in such places if they were known anti-Nazis?" 

"They are very clever, which is why they are considered so valuable to the Allies," Par told him. "They took on 
new identities and new names, probably with the help of other resistance groups, and did it so seamlessly they 
were allowed to work not only at clubs and bars but at private parties and gatherings of the top Nazi brass.’ 
"Entertainers?" Chris asked. "What did they do?" 

"They're all musicians. | do not know the details beyond what is in the papers you've been given" 

There was silence as each man read the information, then Tommy looked up. "Is there a plan?" 

"Of course there's a plan," Sundstrém snapped, then softened his voice as he remembered that this would be 
Tommy's first mission. "My superiors are coordinating with some of the other resistance groups now to 
determine if we can expect any assistance, or if we'll be on our own There will be another meeting tonight at 
18:00 hours where we'll go over everything in more detail As for now, you'll have your regular training today." 
The meeting broke up, the four men leaving the hut single file, Tommy glancing back to see Par opening 
another file from the small pile on his makeshift desk. He sidled closer to Chris. "Is this the way you're always 
given assignments? The commander is pretty sketchy with the details." 

Chris smiled, his apple cheeks rosy in the cool wind off the sea, and he slapped the younger man on the back. 
"You'll get used to Par," he told him. "He's brusque because he never wanted to be commander. | remember 
when he was just one of our drinking buddies in Stockholm. He came from Falun originally, | believe, same as 
Joakim." 


Tommy nodded and swept his hair from his face. He'd heard that the two were from the same town and had 
known one another for years. He'd heard other things about the two, as well, but chose to turn a deaf ear, 
putting the rumors down to jealousy over how well the two had performed during the week of rigorous 
training alongside the British Commandos. They'd reached their barracks by then and found the others already 
changing into combat gear. They had physical training scheduled that morning, as they did most mornings, 
overseen by a former Special Service Brigade member who had been considered too old to make the transition 
when the Commandos were formed. Tommy and the others secretly suspected that the instructor not only 
reported their individual progress to Par but to the mysterious higher-ups that Par referred to as his 
"superiors". 

Tommy had found the training brutal at first, but he was getting used to the physical demands. His previous 
resistance activities had merely consisted of writing and distributing anti-Nazi propaganda, but he was yourg, 
strong, and adaptable. Climbing knotted ropes, running through tires, and crawling beneath barbed wire 
presented a challenge he was growing to enjoy. He was well aware that their missions could put them at 
extreme risk and that he would need to be agile in body as well as mind. Throughout the morning, however, he 
found his thoughts straying back to the upcoming mission. In particular, his mind kept returning to the grainy 
black-and-white photo of the leader of The White Shield. The man had appeared young, perhaps not much older 
than Tommy's 28 years, and in the photo his head had been tilted down, so he was looking up at the camera 
with large, expressive eyes, the hint of a smile playing about his lips. There was something in that face, in that 
expression, that Tommy found haunting. 

The makeshift barracks was only a few miles from Aldershot Army Command and the group's meals were 
prepared there and trucked to them, the already unappetizing food almost always cold by the time it was 
unloaded. It was a rare clear day, so trestle tables were set up beneath a camouflage tarp and the men, as 
well as the three training instructors, took their noon meal there. Tommy found a seat next to Joakim, a man 
he'd grown to respect. Joakim was much shorter than Tommy's 6'5", but as strong as an ox and, beneath a 
jovial, joking exterior, Tommy learned that Joakim was as dedicated as any of them to ridding the world of the 
Nazi influence. Joakim's mother's family were from Czechoslovakia and had suffered much at the hands of 
Hitler. 

"Are you doing alright, Jocke?" Tommy asked as he sat down. 

Joakim rubbed his shoulder; he'd lost his footing on the rope wall earlier and had fallen several feet to land in 
the mud. "The mud was soft," he grinned. "At least we didn't have to train in the pouring rain today!" 

Tommy nodded, digging into his lukewarm food. "And we can get in some target practice this afternoon, for 
once!" It had rained nearly every day for the previous week and the rifle range had been closed. They ate in 
silence for a time, then Tommy ventured a question "Has this group ever had a mission within Germany 
before?" 

Jocke shook his head, his mouth full. "No," he replied after swallowing. "| don't think any of us really expected 
that we would, either. The Brits have agents who usually do that sort of thing themselves. | think they may be 
trying to keep a low profile with this one. Deniability if we're caught, you know." 

Tommy nodded, but the thought was sobering. It implied that there was a real danger of them being captured. 
Still, they'd all known there would be danger when they volunteered to be a part of the resistance. He glanced 
across the table at their commander. Par was deep in conversation with the rifle instructor, his demeanor 
serious as always. Tommy had a hard time picturing him as the riotous drinking companion that Chris had 
described. The war had changed them all, he realized. Tommy had only been out of university for a few years 
when the threat of war materialized, but the idea of standing by and doing nothing, as his government had 


chosen to do, incensed him so much that he'd soon become very active writing and helping print anti-Nazi 
pamphlets. He had no clear idea of the backgrounds of the other members of the group. He knew that Hannes 
was married with a wife and small daughter who had been spirited away to a safe location, but the others 
were very close-mouthed about their pasts. 

Even Joakim arrived on time for the evening meeting, scheduled for immediately after mess. Par's small hut 
was packed with the five men who found seats on upturned crates and foot lockers, some having brought 
their evening ration of beer with them. A map had been pinned to the board behind Par, and as soon as he 
stood up, the room came to attention. 

"Gentlemen," Par spoke up, "We are to leave for Germany tomorrow at dusk. A fishing boat has been 
chartered to bring us across to Sweden, where another of our resistance units will meet us and fill us in with 
details on how we are to enter Germany. The men we are seeking were last known to be in this region," he 
pointed to an area on the German map called Saarland, in the western part of the country, "but we have had 
no word from them in several days and they may have been forced to move. Sympathetic locals were hiding 
them, but the locals may have felt the risk was too great and sent them away. If this is true, our job 
becomes harder." 

Joakim raised his hand to interrupt, "If they are on the run, is it possible that they are trying to leave the 
country on their own?" 

Par shrugged, "Who knows? I've read these men's dossiers, and | don't think they would be so foolish. They 
aren't far from the French border, but now that France has fallen, they won't expect any help there. It's more 
likely that they have found refuge amongst their fellow musicians, or from university acquaintances of Falk's 
or Atilla's." Par stepped away from the map and leaned across the table, resting on his knuckles and looking at 
the assembled men closely. "They may also have been captured, though my superiors don't feel that that is 
the case. However, if they have been captured, we have been instructed to organize an escape." 

There was a collective sound of indrawn breath. Up to this point, none of the missions the group had been 
assigned involved anything so risky as this, and as Tommy glanced around him he could see that he wasn't the 
only one to feel a cold chill at the prospect. Still, no one spoke a word of protest or complaint. The lives of the 
five German men were in grave danger, and everyone there could appreciate the gravity of the situation. It 
wasn't simply that these men could have intelligence useful to the Allied cause; it was that these were men 
who had risked their lives by standing against their own government for something they believed. That 
demanded respect. The image of the man called Matthew flitted across Tommy's mind. No, he thought. He 


couldn't let these men become martyrs. 


Chapter Two 


Resist and Bite 
Chapter Two 


The man known as Matthew Greywolf ran his hand through his long auburn hair before tucking it carefully 
beneath the knitted cap. He and Charles wore their hair much longer than the current fashion as yet another 
form of protest against Hitler, who wore his hair extremely short, but just now he was second-quessing that 
small act of defiance, as it made them more conspicuous. The Gestapo were on the lookout for a group 
including two men with long hair, and they had scoured the city in their search. The five men had been on the 
run now for nearly a week, leaving Berlin behind as quickly as possible, and Matthew steered his thoughts away 
from the fateful night when the headquarters of their resistance movement was raided. Almost 20 members 
of The White Shield were arrested that night, people Matthew had studied with and then had worked closely 
with as they printed and distributed anti-Nazi propaganda. He had no illusions as to their fate; he knew they 
were probably already dead. 


Charles had been with Matthew the night of the raid, working at the nightclub where high-ranking Nazi 
officials gathered in their off time, laughing, drinking as though they hadn't a care in the world, secure in their 
arrogance. Blending into the background as hired entertainers, the men had overheard a few interesting 
conversations and, through a complex network of other Underground groups scattered throughout occupied 
Europe, had funneled the information to England. Having been students of music and theater before the war, 
they'd found it surprisingly easy to infiltrate the top nightclubs in Berlin, playing popular jazz, dance music, and 
show tunes. Never once did the officers and officials suspect that Matthew and Charles were part of the 
resistance movement known as The White Shield 


The White Shield was headquartered in an abandoned warehouse adjacent to an unused pottery factory that 
had been abandoned when all manufacturing had been turned to armaments and military gear. A handful of 
the members lived on the premises, including Matthew and Charles, while the others gathered regularly to 
brainstorm ideas and strategies to undermine the hated regime. Because they were working on putting 
together a new pamphlet, almost everyone was there the night of the raid. Matthew and Charles had been at 
the club, Atilla and Falk had been out distributing the latest pamphlets, and the newest recruit, Roel, had been 
working at the mimeograph machine in a cellar beneath the building's basement, setting the print for the latest 
issue of the movement's newsletter. It was he who heard the raid, but he had the good sense to stay hidden, 
glad that he'd camouflaged the trap door in the basement floor so skillfully. The Gestapo had searched the 
building but hadn't located the door, leaving Roel terrified but free to warn the others. He'd run to the 
nightclub to alert Matthew and Charles, slipping in via an unguarded door by picking the lock. Fortunately, he'd 
found the two on break, and because it was a weeknight the club wasn't crowded. The three were able to 


steal away by the same unguarded door. 


"Wie?" Matthew had kept asking himself. How had the Nazis known where to find them? The White Shield 


was known as a resistance movement, but up until now, their identities and location had been carefully guarded. 


He had carefully vetted and trusted each individual member. But someone had turned them in, someone on the 
inside who had known the location of the building and knew that most of them would be present that night, and 
whoever it was would be able to identify the few who had escaped capture. By the next day, it would be 
known that there were still five members unaccounted for. Soldiers would be searching the city for them, 
their likenesses would be distributed far and wide, and rewards would be offered for information about their 


whereabouts. They had to leave Berlin immediately. 


Matthew was the brains behind the organization and had prepared a plan in case something like this happened. 
The plan called for any scattered members to meet in the Invalidenfriedhof cemetery. They could only hope 
that Atilla and Falk had not been captured and been able to make their way there. It was a right Matthew 
would never forget as they cautiously headed across the city to the old burial ground, keeping to the winding 
alleys and narrow, obscure streets, going far out of their way to avoid soldiers, jumping at shadows. Roel was 
still shaken from having heard his friends and colleagues captured right above his head, and he and Charles 
had to reassure him more than once that he did the right thing staying hidden, that he would only have been 
captured himself if he'd come out of hiding to try to help his friends. 


Matthew had been slow to trust Roel at first, the man was Dutch by birth after all and Matthew wondered 
why he felt it was his fight, but the man had worked hard and convinced them of the sincerity of his hatred 
for the Nazis. As the war progressed, it became clear that all of Western Europe was in danger, and other 
non-Germans had expressed interest in what the White Shield was trying to accomplish. Ties were formed 
with other resistance movements and ultimately with the Allied forces in England. Matthew was glad he'd 
allowed Roel into the inner circle of the organization or they would never have learned of the raid and would 


surely have been arrested before the night was over. 


They reached the old cemetery in the dead of the night, and their hearts fell when it appeared to be devoid 
of life. Then a shadow behind one of the monuments had detached itself, nearly making them jump out of 
their skin. It was Atilla, with Falk right behind him. They were shaken, but unharmed. They had been 
returning to the warehouse when a convoy of military vehicles raced past them, and they wisely circled the 
area, watching with horror from a clump of brush across a trash-strewn empty lot as their friends were 
dragged screaming into vans, the soldiers wielding clubs and batons mercilessly. They had given up hope, they 
said, until Atilla remembered Matthew's rendezvous point at the cemetery. Not expecting anyone else to have 


escaped, they had planned to wait the night, then get out of the city. 


That had been five nights ago now, and they had managed to escape the city via a series of disused drainage 
pipes and sewers. Each man carried false identities and forged travel papers, but they had still dared travel 
only by night and by little-known paths. Though the three younger men weren't familiar with the country 
outside Berlin, both Falk and Atilla had traveled widely before the war and had led them through forests and 
remote farm country, always heading west. They had to travel by foot for most of the way, though they 
had been able to catch rides twice with farmers. They concocted a cover story that they had been 
accidentally left behind by their outfits and were heading to the French border to catch up and join the action 
Whether the farmers were sympathetic to the Nazi cause or not, the story was plausible enough that they 
were asked no questions. They were asked to present their papers by guards at Hanover and again at 
Mannheim, but the guards had been busy inspecting busloads of people coming from the opposite direction and 


had given their credentials only a cursory glance. It was unlikely that word of the fugitives had reached this 
far from Berlin, the Gestapo would have believed The White Shield would stay in the city and attempt to 
regroup. They had little idea, Matthew reflected grimly, of the network of connections sympathetic to The 
White Shield. 


They had asked the farmer to drop them off several miles outside Saarbriicken None of them wanted the 
man to get into trouble on the chance that the Gestapo had been able to track their flight west. Waiting by 
the roadside until the truck was out of sight, they'd cut several miles across the open countryside to a 
farmhouse. The man who lived there was closely tied to the French resistance and, just as they'd anticipated, 


he had not only heard of the raid on The White Shield, but he gladly agreed to let them stay. 


‘Only for a while," he'd cautioned them. "If anyone suddenly notices several strange men around my farm, it 
will look suspicious. There are already those in town who suspect me of being less than loyal to the Fuhrer." 
He spat on the ground at the mention of Hitler but ushered the weary men into the old timber frame house, 
providing them with water to bathe and clean clothes. After a hot meal, the first the fugitives had enjoyed 
since the right of the raid, the man, who called himself Hans although they all knew this was likely a false 
name, showed them his operation. Beneath the flagstone floor of his milkhouse he'd hollowed out a room 
similar to the one where Roel had been working beneath the warehouse. In it was a sophisticated ham radio 
set, several ordinary radios all tuned to different German stations, and piles of newspapers, including copies of 


their own newsletter. 


"| heard of the raid on the warehouse the morning after it happened,” Hans told them, indicating a radio that 
was playing on low and tuned to a Berlin station. "They reported that they had rounded up the entire group, 
yet in the same broadcast they gave descriptions of five men wanted for treason" Hans gave a bitter laugh. 


"| cannot express how glad | am that you've made it this far, but you are not out of danger yet." 


"We know,” Matthew told him, "But would it be possible for us to radio our contacts? Our friends in England 
may have heard of the raid, and we want them to know that some of us survived. Our goal is to somehow 


make our way to England and to do that, we will need their help.” 


Hans nodded and immediately started up his radio, using a complicated code that the fugitives weren't privy to, 
as it changed daily. The group only knew their English contact as Humphrey Reeves; they knew absolutely 
nothing about him. To their surprise, the name was known to Hans, although he had no more information 
about the man than they did. It took nearly an hour, as Han's signal had to be routed through several 
different points, but at last, they were able to update Reeves and ask for his assistance. They were told, amid 
static so severe that at times it was nearly impossible to hear anything, that Reeves would have to contact 
the appropriate authorities and that he would get back to them. 


The five men were shown space in the dairy barn where they could rest, it being deemed too risky for them 
to stay in the house itself. Before leaving them, Hans told them that there was a tunnel leading from the 

barn which emerged in a drainage ditch several hundred feet beyond the pasture, in the woods. "I pray that 
you do not have to use it," the old farmer-cum-resistance fighter told them, "But in these times, one never 


knows." Shaking his head, he bid them goodnight and returned to the house. 


The weather was mild and the loft was cozy, and they were able to have the first real rest they had been 
able to afford in several days. After climbing and settling into the loft, spreading the fresh hay to make 
comfortable pallets to sleep in, Atilla suggested they pull the ladder up after them. The past several days of 
hiding had made them all paranoid, and Charles complied, pulling the heavy ladder up easily. An oil lamp was lit 
after the window was covered with several layers of feed sacks, and the five sat in a circle contemplating 


their next move. 


“There is no guarantee that England will help us," Falk cautioned them. A slender man with fine-boned, 
scholarly features, he was ordinarily the most upbeat and exuberant of the group, but the long flight had 


dampened even his spirits. 


"I believe they will," Atilla put in. Nearly fifty years old, he was the eldest, a stout man ordinarily 
immaculately groomed with a sharp Van Dyke beard and swept-back salt-and-pepper hair worn short. The 
flight had not been easy for him; he was a few pounds heavier than the others, and his exhaustion showed in 


his face. "We are still of value to the Allies, and they know this.” 


"We will have to wait here until England contacts Hans via radio," Matthew reminded them, "and that could 


take days. Staying in any one spot for any length of time is dangerous." 


They talked at length, but the only conclusion was that they would have to wait to hear from England before 
planning anything. The lamp was blown out, and within minutes snores filled the loft. Matthew lay awake, willing 
himself not to think of the danger they were all in, trying to envision some brighter future, and Charles tossed 
restlessly at his side. After some time he heard Charles sigh.. or perhaps it was a muffled sob. He reached 


out in the dark to clasp his companion's hand. 


"It will be all right, my brother," he murmured. He sensed movement as Charles nodded, but the other man 
didn't reply. Minutes passed, then Matthew spoke again. "I'm sorry." It was all he could say. They hadn't had 
a chance to talk since the night everything happened, but Matthew knew Charles as well as he knew himself. 
He knew what his closest friend was going through. 


"She'll be executed," Charles said, his voice barely audible. “She's probably dead already." 


There was nothing Matthew could say because he knew Charles was right. Charles had known Lena from 
university and, when she had joined The White Shield, they had grown closer. Much closer. Matthew was the 
only person who knew that Charles had planned to propose marriage to Lena, and he could only dimly imagine 
the pain Charles was enduring. He reached out in the dark and grasped Charles’ hand, knowing that words were 


i nadequate. 


It was the low rumble of a motor that awakened the men. Dawn had just broken, a dim, grey dawn under a 


sky that promised rain. Falk crept to the window, inching aside the sacking that covered it and peering out. 


Is a truck," he hissed. "A V6000. There seems to be only one. It's not Gestapo." 


Matthew scrambled to peek out as well. The truck had stopped in front of the farmhouse and a man in a 
captain's uniform got out to knock at the door, followed by an infantryman with a rifle across his arms. They 
saw Hans open the door with an exaggerated yawn, scratching his belly and greeting the soldiers with well- 


feigned surprise. 


"Come, come" Matthew whispered urgently. "We must go! Hans will not betray us, but he cannot stop them if 
they want to search the buildings!" 


With practiced efficiency, the five men lowered the ladder and quickly hid all traces that they had been there 
as Falk kept watch and informed them that the captain had gone into the house with Hans, but the 
infantryman was still standing by the truck. They moved as quickly and as quietly as they could, locating the 
hidden door to the tunnel Han had told them about. It was cunningly built into the stone foundation of the 
barn and stiff with disuse, moving open on rusted hinges as Charles and Attila threw all their weight against 
it. Inside was pitch black, damp, and musty, but Falk joined them, bringing the lantern 


The door closed, inches at a time, and Matthew could only hope it didn't leave marks in the dust. Falk lit the 


lantern. 


"They didn't seem to be suspicious, it's probably a routine check Or perhaps they're searching for us, or 


someore like us. | don't believe Hans is in any danger." The slender man was breathless and tense. 


"Still, we cannot take the chance. " Matthew said, his voice grim. "We should move on. We have one more 


contact in the area, in Saarbrucken. I'd hoped to avoid the larger towns, but it seems we have little choice." 


Charles was still pressed against the door in an attitude of listening, and he made a shushing sound. Matthew 
saw that he'd drawn his sidearm and was holding it against his leg. "They're in the barn," Charles whispered, 


his voice barely audible. 
"Then we have to go! Dim the lantern!" 


Falk complied, and they began to make their way down the tunnel. It was dug from dirt and shored up with old 
beams; Matthew couldn't hazard a guess as to its original purpose, but it was old and in disrepair, perhaps left 
over from The Great War. Their boots squelched through mud, and cobwebs brushed their faces and hair. 
The lantern was barely a pinpoint of illumination as Falk led the way, stepping cautiously and testing some of 
the more rotted beams before venturing beneath them. They felt they were moving at a snail's pace, but 


after several minutes they saw a hint of daylight far ahead of them. 


Matthew, close behind Falk, held up a hand, then carefully moved ahead as they neared the light. Vines and 
brambles covered the entrance, which was barely large enough for them to crawl through. Matthew sat 
listening for a few minutes before motioning for the rest, and together they cleared away the foliage, though 
not yet venturing out. They seemed to be in a hollow, and they hadn't traveled nearly as far as they'd 
thought as they could hear the chatter of Hans’ chickens in his farmyard. 


"Let me scout the area," Falk suggested. Matthew nodded but told him to stay low. The man inched out of 
the hole and crept up the ditch bank, out of their sight. They held their breath, but Falk was back within 


minutes. 


"The truck is still there, but the captain and Hans are chatting in the doorway, so it seems they found nothing 


suspicious.’ He reported. 


"Still, we should stay here, where we can hear when the truck leaves. We don't know the countryside, so we 


should wait until dark to make our way to the city." 


Matthew sighed "There will be checkpoints, so we may not be able to get through. If we can't reach our 


contact there, there will be no way to contact England. We will be on our own" 


Chapter Three 


Resist and Bite 
Chapter Three 


Par laid a hand on Joakim's back as the bigger man leaned over the rail, heaving into the North Sea as the 

fishing vessel rode the choppy waters. It was pitch dark, the ship navigating by dead reckoning, not daring to 
show any lights. The German wolf packs had been prowling further south recently, but it would be foolish to 
take chances, and every man on board had their ears tuned for the sound of a plane engine overhead. To all 
appearances, the boat was an ordinary fishing craft out of Lowestoft, and the five underground agents were 
disguised as crewmen, complete with the proper papers in case the vessel was seized and searched by the 

enemy. In fact, it was an ordinary fishing vessel, 60 feet in length, and after dropping the SOE men at their 


designated rendezvous point, the boat would continue on to the cod fishing grounds as was their usual routine. 


Tommy turned away from the rail, his own stomach queasy. The sea wasn't rough, but it was choppy, and 
none of them had any great experience on the water. Hannes and Chris were in the cramped crew's quarters 
trying to catch a couple hours' worth of sleep, but being below deck made Tommy's seasickness increase 
tenfold. The night was clear and cold, but somehow despite the circumstances, it felt peaceful. He moved 
away from Par and Joakim, who was now sitting with his back against the rail, attempting to control his 
nausea. Tommy sat against a stanchion several feet away, smiling to himself as he saw Par offer the other 
man a drink, kneeling solicitously at his side. Perhaps some of the rumors were true after all, he mused, but 
rather than feeling repulsed by the notion, he found it rather endearing. He felt a brief twinge in his heart, 
realizing he had never known a bond such as Pär and Joakim shared. As usual, when he felt this way, he told 


himself that there would be plenty of time after the war... If they could survive. 


The crossing took several hours, and the sky was the pale gray of pre-dawn by the time the vessel drew up 
to a ramshackle pier near a tiny village some distance north of The Hague. The captain of the boat roused 


Chris and Hannes and then ushered them all across a gangplank onto the pier. 


"Your contacts are to meet you in the stone shed behind the first house in the village." He gestured toward a 
cluster of homes barely visible up the beach. "Do not let anyone see you! Most of the villagers are aware 
that the resistance is active here and can be trusted, but for God's sake, don't let your guard down!" With a 
final word of caution, the captain clambered back aboard, and the rough sound of the diesel engine broke the 


silence as he maneuvered the boat back to sea. 


Back on dry land, Joakim was once again in his capacity as scout and he motioned for them to follow him as he 
moved away from the deserted dockside building and away from the shore, hugging close to the bottom of a 
rise in the land as they cautiously approached the village. Each man carried a heavy rucksack, and each was 
armed only with an Enfield revolver; rifles would have been too cumbersome and impractical for a mission 
requiring stealth. A fine mist was falling, for which they were thankful as it would mean fewer prying eyes at 


this early hour. 


The stone shed was hidden behind a rustic cottage with fishing nets and buoys scattered around the 
premises. Par, as commander, stepped forward and softly knocked on the weathered door of the tiny building. 
For a long minute, there was no sound other than the soft swoosh of the waves, then with a rattle, the door 


opened. 
"The Havana is a fine cigar," Par said. 
"The Romeo y Julieta is my personal favorite," the man in the doorway replied. 


Par smiled; that was the correct passphrase. The man stepped aside, motioning for them to enter, glancing up 
and down the beach before closing the door behind them. The space was tiny and stank of fish, but a bright 
fire was burning in the small heart and the man gestured for them to sit on the benches against the walls. 
Tommy got his first good look at the contact, seeing a middle-aged man, obviously a fisherman by trade, with 


rough clothes and a knit cap but with sharp features and an intelligent expression. 


"Call me Barent," the man told them. He was a nondescript man of middle age who could have passed for any 
fisherman in the region, but his English was good, and he had a sharp, intelligent face. "My companions and | 
have been told of your mission and have been instructed to help you in any way we can" 


"So you know we don't know the current whereabouts of the men we're looking for," Par nodded as if to 


confirm the man's awareness of the difficulty of their task 


Barent nodded, stooping to stoke the fire. "I know of the White Shield, though | haven't worked with them 
personally, and | know that a handful of members escaped the Gestapo. So," he stood to face them, "you will 
be needing to get into Germany.” 


Par nodded again. "Western Germany, at least. These five men haven't been captured, or we would have 
heard of it. This means they are hiding somewhere in the Saarbrucken area, perhaps in the town itself. We 
have some resistance contacts in the area, all we can do is locate the contacts and hope they have heard 


something.” 


Barent gave a grim smile. "It sounds like..how do the Americans say it? Looking for the needle in the 


haystack?" 


Tommy, listening to this, silently agreed. It sounded like an impossible task, but the SOE had trained them not 
to be daunted by impossible tasks. Tommy squared his shoulders, listening as Barent outlined a plan to 
smuggle them onto a train bound for Stuttgart. 


"The trains taking supplies into Germany aren't searched as thoroughly as those leaving," Barent told them. 
Almost all the goods still manufactured here or in Belgium are taken to Germany now, no longer just 
machinery for vehicles and munitions, leaving us nothing for ourselves." Bitterness was thick in the man's 
voice, but he took a breath and continued. 


"You will have to wait here until night, then | will have a colleague drive you to the trainyard in The Hague. 
You will have to ride in the freight cars, but if by chance you are spotted, we will give you false papers 
identifying you as itinerant workers who were stranded in Belgium. Tell them you are planning to volunteer to 
fight, they are eager for new recruits and may accept your story. But, of course, you should avoid being 
seen at alll The train will stop several times before you reach your destination The last stop will be at 


Saarbrucken. | know of no one in that city who can help you, so you will be on your own" 


Par knew this, as did the others. Any help they got from those sympathetic to the resistance would be 
coincidental, and they couldn't count on it. After some discussion about the railway journey, Barent left them 
to go about his daily routine, any deviation from the norm would draw unwanted attention The stone hut was 
cramped but there were supplies and wood for the fire, and the men made themselves as comfortable as they 
could. Because Hannes and Chris had been the only ones to sleep on the boat, the others tried to get some 


rest, eventually falling into a fitful sleep to the sound of Par, Chris, and Hannes talking quietly. 


Tommy was awakened by Chris's hand on his shoulder, and he sat up with a start. Chris's round face broke 
into a smile. "Its just me. Its dusk outside, and raining. Bergen was here a moment ago and has gone to 


fetch his friend with the vehicle to take us to the train" 


Tommy sat up stiffly, raking his long blonde hair back and securing it under a cap. Someone made coffee and 
the scent of it filled the little room, competing with the fish smell in an odd way. He accepted a cup and a 
sandwich from Joakim. The others were eating and talking about the mission, and there was an air of 
alertness and tension. Once they crossed into Germany they would be in grave danger, and they were all 
acutely aware of that. Tommy had just finished eating when there was a tap on the door and Barent entered 
with a younger man that he introduced as his son Pieter. Pieter was a giant, almost as tall as Tommy, with a 
fresh face but with steely determination in his eyes. 


‘Its been taken care of," Barent was telling Par. "The watchmen at the railyard have been bribed. We can 
trust them; we have too much on them for them to double-cross us." 


"Come," Pieter spoke, gesturing for them to gather their gear. "We must get you aboard the train before the 


watchmen's shift changes." 


The five quickly gathered their gear and, at Berent's suggestion, darkened their faces with soot from the fire. 
They followed the young man out into the light drizzle, the scent of the sea strong in the air, and to a 
battered Jowett that looked scarcely roadworthy. The car had no heater and the running lights had been 
blacked out, but it started with ease and the motor ran surprisingly quietly. Par and Joakim sat in the front 
with Pieter and, after stowing their rucksacks as best they could in the limited space, the other three 
crowded into the back Tommy's heart was in his throat as they moved off into the black night without lights, 
but obviously Pieter knew the way by heart and, though they moved at a modest rate of speed, they found 


themselves in the outskirts of The Hague in just over an hour. 


Pieter slowed the car. "Here is where it can be tricky," he said "There are sometimes checkpoints on the 
main road, so we will take a little used track to the warehouses behind the rail yards. Its going to be a rough 


ride." 


Rough didn't even begin to describe it. Pieter moved the car at a snail's pace through ruts that sent the 
passengers hurling from one side of the vehicle to the other, the wheels of the old car twisting and, at times, 
the bottom of the chassis would scrape the muddy ground. After some time, though, Pieter stopped in the 
shadow of a partially demolished brick building. 


"Gather your things and follow me," the big youth whispered, and they complied, hoisting their packs and 
lugging the other gear they had brought. Tommy put his hand on the revolver concealed beneath his coat. 
Being caught with guns would mean instant arrest and imprisonment, but it would have been foolhardy to 
attempt this mission without weapons. The solid weight comforted him, and he followed the others as Pieter 
moved on a half-crouch along the edge of the building. They crossed several rails, heading toward an area 
where long trains stood idle, some with boxcars wide open, others looking laden with goods. The sound of diesel 
engines idling grew louder, and Pieter moved along a fence, searching for, then finding, a section that had been 


cut, with the cut area cleverly concealed behind scrubby shrubs. He lifted the section, and they slid through. 


There were distant voices now, some speaking German, as well as the sound of hitching and unhitching 

boxcars. Pieter motioned for them to be quiet, then moved ahead. At the end of a long train, he paused by 
the caboose, giving an odd, low whistle. After several tense seconds, an answering whistle came from 
somewhere ahead of them. There was some light here from the more brightly lit roundhouse ahead, and they 


saw Pieter nod to himself. 


"All is well," he said, his voice barely audible. "The watchman has been well paid to look the other way. Find a 
boxcar and climb aboard" He looked at them in turn, then clasped Par's hand. "God be with you all. Good 


luck!" 


They all nodded, quietly thanking Pieter, and telling him to be careful, then he vanished in the darkness back the 
way they had come. Pär put a finger to his lips, then they crept carefully along the edge of the train. True, 
the watchman may have been bribed, but someone else could easily come along, or hear them if they made a 
sound, and that could well be disastrous. The third boxcar from the end was partially open and appeared 
empty. Tommy and Joakim took hold of the rusting door, sliding it open far enough for them to heave their 
bags inside, then clamber in, then they slid the door completely closed behind them, wincing at the scraping 


sound. 


They sat in the darkness for a few minutes, completely quiet, until they were sure they hadn't been spotted, 
then Pär took out his small flashlight. The wooden floor of the car was damp and partially rotted in places and 
there was an earthy smell, as though potatoes or something like that had been transported there. 


"This will be our home for the next several hours," Pär said, keeping his voice low. "We may as well get 


comfortable." 


There seemed to be no cracks or openings in the car, so Chris took out his small battery-powered lantern, and 
by its light they spread their sleeping bags in a circle at one end of the car and, sitting on them, were 
suddenly jostled as the train began to move. For some time the movement was slow, but eventually seemed 
to speed up, settling into a steady rocking rhythm as the train left the city and began heading east. Toward 


Germany. 


